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Unperturbed, she put her hand into the pocket of her
skirt and said to the mother, "If it's the gendarmes, you
stand over there in the corner, Pelagea Nilovna, and you,
Sergei—"
"I know," said the boy as he went out.
The mother smiled. These preparations no longer dis-
tressed her—she had no premonition of calamity.
But their visitor was only the little doctor.
"First of all," he said quickly, "Nikolai has been ar-
rested. Aha! So this is where you are, Nilovna! Weren't
you home when he was taken?"
"He sent me here."
"Hm* I'm afraid that won't help. And secondly, last
night some young people mimeographed about five hund-
red copies of the speech, I saw them—not badly done—
clear and distinct. They want to distribute them in the
town tonight, but I'm against it. I think it would be bet-
ter to distribute the printed copies in town and save those
for some other place."
"I'll take them to Natasha," said the mother eagerly.
"Give them to me."
She was desperately anxious to spread her Pavel's
speech as quickly as possible, to scatter her son's words
over the whole earth, and she fastened her eyes plead-
ingly on the doctor's face as she waited for his answer.
"The devil only knows whether you ought to do this
now," he said uncertainly, taking out his watch. "It's
twenty minutes to twelve now. There's a train at five
minutes past two that would get you there at five fifteen.
That's evening, but not late enough. But that's not the im-
portant thing	"
"No, it's not," said Ludmilla with a frown.
"What is the important thing?" asked the mother, mov-
ing towards him. "Only that the job be well done.. -."
Ludmilla gave her a searching glance.
"It's dangerous for you to do it," she said, passing a
hand over her forehead.
"Why?" asked the mother with warm insistency.

